gesture, assisted genially by the grubby little boys.
And when I got into the car to go we were all the
best of friends. The machine made the usual irri-
table noises, but from the good people of Laurium
came only cries of good-will, among them that
pleasant admonition which one hears often in
Greece: "Enjoy yourself! Enjoy yourself!"

When Laurium was left behind we were soon in
wild and deserted country. Now and then we passed
an Albanian on horseback, with a gun over his
shoulder, a knife stuck in his belt, or we came upon a
shepherd watching his goats as they browsed on the
low scrub which covered the hills. All the people in
this region are Albanians, I was told. They ap-
peared to be very few. As we drew near to the an-
cient shrine of Poseidon we left far behind us the
habitations of men. At length the car stopped in
the wilderness, and on a height to my left I saw
the dazzling white marble columns of the Temple of
Sunium,

Almost all the ruins I saw in Greece were weather-
stained. Their original color was mottled with
browns and grays, with saffron, with gold and red-
gold. But the columns of Sunium have kept their
brilliant whiteness, although they stand on a great,
bare cliff above the sea, exposed to the glare of the
sun and to the buffeting of every wind of heaven.
They are raised not merely on this natural height,
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